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  I’m a bundle of confused emotions this morning.  However, I really don’t have time to dwell on it because my machine is screwing up and I don’t like it.  A new network login process was implemented yesterday, and now I can’t do anything.  Drat!  I don’t need this..

  Over the last couple of days, The Sandstress had been away tending to Abby’s post-procedure needs.  The young-un is still having plumbing problems and had to return to Ann Arbor for another mini-surgical procedure.  We are all hoping that this will be the last one and she can finally put all this stuff behind her.  We’ll know for sure in a few weeks.

  I did learn, in her absence, that I do not enjoy being alone.  I don’t like coming home to a house that contains only me and Daisy The Cat.  I’ll find any excuse to take my time getting home, or run an errand once I get there.  When I am totally alone, I lose all motivation to do much of anything that might be considered productive.

  What makes it strange is that I enjoy my solitude where I can ponder, observe, read, listen to music, play my guitar or putter on a project.  

  It’s a weird sensation.  I can enjoy solitude, but not being alone.  I need the presence of other people, but don’t necessarily feel compelled to engage myself with them at all times.  I am social in nature, but a bit reclusive.

  I am so strange it scares me sometimes.

 I like having people in my life who like having me in their life.  Even if it is just that they are in another room, it gives me the strength to do what I have to do.    

  So, where is all this leading?  Beats me.  I’m just kinda rambling until someone provides a clue as to what I’ve got to do to get my machine running again.  

  I hope you all have a great weekend….  Maybe snow by Monday..

